THE  CAPITOL

against the advice of his doctors, in order to be able to vote. There
is an academic heroism.

The day of the election, Thursday, the 23rd of June, 1938,1 went
for a walk in the Bois with my three children. Simone, who was
passionately interested in my success, had asked a friend to telephone
her the results of the balloting and waited anxiously beside the
instrument. The sky was clear, the air mild and our walk was
delightful. We talked gaily of a thousand things and almost forgot
the hour. At the exact moment of our return the telephone rang.
It was a reporter:

'Please get off the line, Monsieur,' Simone said in exasperation. *I
am expecting an important communication.'

'Certainly, Madame,* he replied. 1 simply wanted to tell you that
your husband has been elected to the French Academy/

My wife emitted a cry of joy and dropped the receiver. The noise
attracted our attention. It was a happy moment. Five minutes
later the first friends arrived. The election had been quick and had
been completed on the second ballot by nineteen to thirteen. I was,
as Disraeli said, 'at the top of the greasy pole*.

That evening we kept with us for dinner some of our dearest
friends. Their presence, their obvious pleasure, were sweeter to me
than the victory itself. Not only were they my friends but they
were all men I loved and admired. 'Oh, my friends,* I thought,
'how I thank you, being what you are, for being also my friends!'
I had a fugitive impression, on that 23rd of June, 1938, that I had
won my place in the world and that my old age would be, as befits
that time of life, tranquil, respected, honoured. But in the far
depths of my mind I heard, as in the Ring, the rumble and roar
of the Theme of Destiny.

Never in my experience had happiness been lasting or unmixed.
In 1918 the joy of victory was blended with the anguish of illness.
In 1924 at the moment when I believed that my household had been
restored, death wiped it out. In 1930 a delightful and tender Christ-
mas was followed by the death of litde Franchise, In this year of
1938 the Academy had crowned the most daring ambitions of my
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